BAGHDAD

People take it for granted that babies will enjoy life,
but it is an awe-inspiring responsibility to snare a soul
from the Universal Cosmic Consciousness and make it
pass from womb to tomb, from germ to worm. . . .

Our captors were convinced that we should feel de-
lighted with our situation. " We saved you from the
Arabs/' we understood them to say, " and now you
are safe until the war is over. You need do no more
work/*

Tea was brought us, sweet, wreak tea in little glasses,
and we made grateful noises.

But quickly my mood changed. It was hard to be
appreciative for long in that little room, thinking of the
sun and air outside, and the Maurice Farman King
wrecked in the desert. We should have been flying back
now if all had gone well : wre should have photographed
new gun-emplacements : we should have reported laden
barges on their way to reinforce the Qusaibah position :
we should have told Townshend of the greatly-increased
strength of the enemy. Breakfast, bath and glory had
awaited us at Aziziah ... I wished I were dead, unreason-
ably, of course, since I had most definitely chosen to live.

" It's the thirteenth of the month/* groaned the
pilot, whose thoughts may have been similar to mine.
Indeed, I expect he felt worse than I did, with his wound
and regrets. It had been his misfortune rather than his
fault that we had crashed : no one could have foreseen
the rear wind and the unexpected smoothness of the
landing ground, but none the less his sorrow for lost
opportunities must have been bitter.

For a long time I sulked in silence, while the pilot,
with better manners, engaged the gendarmes in light
conversation conducted largely by gesture. About an hour